THE  TRAGEDY OF RAMSAY MACDONALD
chance of putting their own policy into practice as the Govern-
ment of the country. On this vital question, however, not
one Conservative leader was willing to take a hand in the
fight. The spectacle was one of complete farce. It was long-
range firing by the Opposition, over the heads of their own
Front Bench.
Mr. Tom Johnston, speaking for the Government, took up,
point by point, the case put forward. He had a complete
answer to all the questions raised and showed that although
the Government had not had much time they had achieved
a revival in this great basic industry and had outlined
far-reaching plans for further development in the future.
The debate that followed was like the engagement at Inker-
man, a soldiers' battle*   No Front Bench Tory took part, nor
indeed was there a speech from a Tory of any importance.
There seemed to have been an understanding, tacit or other-
wise, to * lay off the Government' and that if there was to be
an attack at all it must be in conformity with the real spirit
of pantomime, not with bludgeons but with bladders.   One
ex-Minister, however, defied the silence ban.    It was Lord
Wolmer, the young Tory rebel, who threw the monkey-wrench
into the machinery.   He is the heir of the Earl of Selborne and
belongs, by birth and upbringing, to the most exclusive section
of the Tory Party.    He had been Assistant Postmaster in the
Baldwin administration.    Becoming rather unpopular for his
extreme   reactionary   views,   Baldwin   discarded   him   and
banished him to the limbo of lost reputations.    A member of
considerable competence and courage he carried on a flank
attack on his former colleagues.    He dared even to attack
Baldwin, who will never forgive him for calling him a ' senti-
mental Liberal.5    In the independence of an unofficial bench
beyond the jurisdiction of the ex-Premier, he could with im-
punity attack the covering wing over the Government, put up
by his former leader.
The debate was carried on, as far as the Tories were con-
cerned, by landlords and the sons of landlords, the heirs of
earldoms and ex-guardsmen* It ranged the wide world. One
member told a horrible tale about a tick which had been found
in a piece of Russian butter, another waved a loaf in the air
and asked members to admire its beautiful whiteness. So the
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